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progress of the battle with a map which he drew in the mud with his
stick.
General Hunter Weston, known to the army as Hunter-Bunter, was a
great character. As a Member of Parliament he had a flamboyant kind
of oratory which overtook him in conversation in his mess, and I heard
him giving tongue in this style on more than one occasion. He was, to
the annoyance of his staff officers, a prodigious walker at a rapid pace,
and I remember going for a walk with him and several of his officers
when he set off as though for a wager. Being a fast walker myself I
managed to keep up with him, but the others were left breathless. One
story about him went the round of the army and is now a classic. Word
reached the front line that he was coming along on a visit of inspection.
It happened that one of the men was almost dead drunk, though how he
succeeded in getting into this state in a front line trench, history does not
relate. He had to be got out of the way, and was put on to a stretcher
and covered with a blanket. While he was being carried down the
trench Hunter-Bunter met him and, raising his hand to his brass hat,
said in a solemn voice: "I salute the honoured dead."
The stretcher bearers passed on, while the 'honoured dead* poked his
head up and asked in a loud voice: "What does the old geyser say?"
General Birdwood was successful in handling the Australians who
were under his command. They took some handling, but this dapper
general with a long record of service in India (quite the wrong type for
them, one would have imagined), gained their confidence by his tact and
good humour. When the first of them came to France from the Dar-
danelles they wore their big slouch hats, even in the front line until
Birdwood issued an order for them to wear their steel helmets. I
happened to go round the trenches with him when he came to see that
this order had been obeyed. All the men we passed, save one, wore the
regulation "tin hat'*. The exception emerged from a dugout. He also
had a tin hat on his head but not of regulation type. It was a French
chamber-pot of blue enamel. The General turned a blind eye to it until
we had passed, when he gave a quiet laugh.
In the same line of trenches we came to a man outside a dugout who
was stripped to the waist and washing himself from a billycan about the
size of a pewter pot.
"Having a good wash, my man?" asked General Birdwood, genially.
"Yes," answered the man, "and I wish I was a blinking canary."
A very strong-willed and awkward-tempered old gentleman was
General Harper, commanding the 51st Highland Division, and known
as "Uncle Harper" by all his officers. He had white hair, and a ruddy
face, and a fighting spirit, and was harshly intolerant of G.H.Q. and the
orders that came down to him. He was bitterly critical among other